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URBAHNS 

Her name was Jean. Almost any after- 
noon, if you had happened to be walking along 
Hollyhock street, you would have seen her— 
lips pouting, eyes cross—walking home from 
school. And any one very close behind her 
would have heard a queer word tumble from 
her lips and float away on the summer air. In 
fact the word had been tumbling from her lips 
so many times a day for so many days that the 
cross look in her eyes was growing crosser and 
the pouting droop of her lips was growing pout- 
ier. Dear, dear! Such a cross little girl did not 
belong to such a lovely June day! 

A jolly little breeze bumped against her, 
ruffled her curls, tugged at her skirts, and tried 
to make her smile. But all it could get out of 
cross little Jean was o-u-c-h. “Ouch,” she said 
as she dropped her book; “Ouch,” she said as 
she stubbed her toe on the curb; “Ouch,” she 
said as her ball slipped from her hands and 
bounced away; “Ouch: everything's wrong | 
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with me.” And, if you can believe it, she made 
a face at the beautiful day! 

Now Jean had said ouch so much that she 
really did not know when she was saying it or 
why she was saying it. But that is the way 
with habits, you know, and the ouch word had 
become a habit; like a cross little elf it sat on 
Jean's tongue, waiting to jump out. 

Hello, old Ouch Grouch,” called one of 
her friends. 

“Ouchie, Grouchie, Grouch,” called some- 
body else. 

“Old Sour Face,” said another voice. 

Jean, not daring to look, hurried away, her 
face red. with shame. Her mother had often 
told her what words could do. Sweet words, 
Mother had said, bring friends and love, while 
ugly words drive them away. How often had 
she heard her mother Say: “Jean, we must 
drop that word ouch before it becomes a habit.” 
But Jean had gone right on saying it. And her 
face had gone right on looking poutier. Her 
eyes'had gone right on looking crosser. And 
her lips had gone right on looking droopier. 

Her friends had found out about the ouch 
word! They thought that she wasa crosspatch. 
That surely was the reason why Marjory was 
not inviting her to her party tomorrow! That 
surely was the reason why the Chester girls 
were not asking her to their camp! Jean had 
never been camping. To her, just the idea 
seemed like a fairy story. Could it be—was she 
really an old ouch grouch? Tears were slipping 
down her cheeks when she reached home. 

“Why, Jean,” said her mother, “what is it?” 
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“It's that old ouch word, Mother. It jumps 
out and spoils everything. It's turning me into 
an old ouch grouch and—nobody loves me.” 

Jean's mother kissed her again. “Let's 
throw the word away, dear, and find a lovely, 
glad word to take its place. Let's see.” They 
thought and thought and thought. After a while 
Jean's eyes began to dance and all the droopi- 
ness lifted from her face. 

“T know, Mother, I know. Joy will be the 
word!” 

“We couldn't find anything better,” said 
Mother. “Joy is God's word and will drive 
away any word that is ugly or unhappy. Joy 
means everything that is merry and happy and 
laughing. And because it means these things, 
we cannot possibly say it with sour faces.” 
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“I'm going to try it,” said Jean. “Joy, joy, 
joy, she trilled, and instantly her lips curved 
into a lovely smile. Like magic, her whole face 
shone with sweetness. 

“You see,” said Mother, “you just can't 
say joy with a sour face.” 

he next morning as Jean was dressing she 
stubbed her toe on a chair. Of course the sly 
little ouch word was all ready and waiting to 
jump out. Oh, how it wanted to scream, so that 
every one in the house could hear! But you 
know that we cannot possibly think two words 
at exactly the same time, and Jean was think- 
ing very hard: “Joy, joy, joy.” So it is very 
easy to see that her lips did not have even a 
chance to look droopy. Instead, they were lifted 
into a smile. And what else, do you think? She 
forgot all about her toe. Joy is a magic word! 

At breakfast Jean put a spoonful of hot 
oatmeal into her mouth. Oh, how hard it was 
to push the ouch word back! “Joy, joy, joy,” 
sang Jean, and immediately she was smiling. 

“Hello, Sunshine,” greeted her father over 
his newspaper. “I declare, I haven't seen you 
look so sweet in a long time.” 

On the way to school, a jolly breeze flapped 
Jean's leghorn hat sharply against her face. 
Only think! Just yesterday she would have 
looked like a little crosspatch, and in a cross 
little voice would have said a cross little o-u-c-h! 
But the joy word was sucha strong, happy word 
that it already had found a firm place on Jean's 
tongue, and out it flew before the poor, tired, 
over-worked little ouch word could come. 
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“Good morning, Sunshine,” greeted an 
old man who was sweeping leaves. 

‘Two weeks went by, and the little ouch 
girl was nowhere to be found, nowhere to be 
heard! But dancing all about the house was a 
happy-faced girl with a smile upon her lips. Her 


daddy began to call her the joy girl, and soon— . 


why, every one was calling her J oy instead of 
Jean! Even the birds seemed to sing out to 
her as she passed, “Oh, just everything loves 
me now, she told her mother one afternoon as 
she came in, flushed and smiling. 

One lovely day her aunt Polly and her 
uncle Jim came roaring up the hill in their big 
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blue car. Jean had been watching for them all 
morning. Yes, and there was the little black 
trailer bobbing along behind. Joy of joys! 
Could one think of anything more wonderful? 
Jean's eyes sparkled. The blue car was on its 
way to the mountains, where there were brooks 
and wild flowers and chipmunks and camp fires 
and beds under the stars. “Joy, joy, sang Jean. 

The little black trailer was packed with 
tents and bedding. Fastened to the side of the 
car was a mysterious black box. Jean's eyes 
opened wide when Uncle Jim unlocked it, for 
inside were many little boxes into which Aunt 
Polly had tucked bread and sugar and butter 
and honey and cheese and jam! 

Besides the box, there were hammocks and 
camp chairs and cameras and—oh, dear, you 
never could have counted all the things! A 
queer feeling came over Jean. Tears filled her 
eyes as she watched the last thing stowed away. 
Not in her whole six years had she ever been 
camping! 

“Well,” said Jean's daddy, “you seem to 
have everything for a glorious trip.” : 

Uncle Jim looked at Jean. “We have 
everything but a joy girl,” he said, tossing Jean 
to his shoulder. “May we have this one for two 


weeks?” 
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Joy shone out of the little girl's eyes and 
danced upon her lips. “Oh, Mother, may I go?” 

Jean's mother kissed her. “Of course you 
may go. 

Jean hugged her mother tight, whispering 
in her ear: “Mother, everybody loves me and 


everybody wants me now. Joy is God's word.” 
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WEE WISDOM 


How .fimmy ame Through 


WHAT THE STORY HAS SAID 


Jimmy Hardesty’s father has been injured in an accident. His mother, 
father, and baby sister, Rosamond, have moved to a small cottage by the beach. 
It is necessary for his mother to do her own work, and she needs Jimmy’s help. 
He feels that to help with the housework and the baby is not manly. Through 
the kindness of his father’s friend, Guy Fallison, Jimmy is taken on a camping 
trip, where he meets Plucky Mathison. Plucky’s mother is a widow, and he 
is trying to fill his father’s place by helping her. Plucky tells Jimmy how his 
prayers are being answered. He also tells him how he can help his parents 
while his father is unable to work. Jimmy arranges to buy some hens. Loony 
Pete helps prepare the hen house. Jimmy is to spend Sunday with Plucky. 


Chapter XIV 

Jimmy found Plucky waiting at the gate when he arrived next 
day, and as they neared the house Mrs. Mathison came down the 
steps to meet them. The moment that the boy saw her coming toward 
them, both hands held out in welcome, he knew that he was going 
to like her. 

She was a golden goddess of a woman, large in body and in 
mind, and with such an abundance of love in her heart that it was 
forever creeping out in her eyes and in her smile. Hurrying forward, 
Jimmy was soothed by the touch of her capable hands on his shoulders 
and the mother-expression in her fine eyes. 

“Danny has told me all about you,” she hastened to say, “so 
we can start right out being friends without going through the formality 
of getting acquainted.” 

The boy thought that was fine, and he told her so. 

“T am sure that you are going to like raising chickens,” she en- 
couraged him. “There is just enough work and responsibility about 
it to lend a keen zest to the hours left for play. Then, too—’’ the 
boy liked the way her eyes and lips smiled at the same time— “there 
will be the satisfaction of knowing that you are helping your parents. 
A good deed is never lost, but returns to us in a harvest of love.” 

“T know I’m going to like it, Mrs. Mathison,” Jimmy spoke em- 
phatically, “‘and I can hardly wait for tomorrow to come.” 

“You boys go look things over and talk things out,” she finally 
suggested, “and I shall call you when dinner is ready.” 

They made straight for the chicken yard and there they tarried, 
Jimmy listening attentively to every little detail about the manage- 
ment of laying hens. So intent were they upon the subject that time 
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marched along unnoticed until they heard a baby voice calling. Turn- 
ing about, Jimmy saw a lovely picture. Down the path, hurrying on 
little feet none too steady, toddled Plucky’s thirteen-months-old sister, 
who was a miniature of her mother—a little golden fairy. 

“Isn’t she a prize!’ Jimmy voiced, running to meet her. 

“That’s Mary,” Plucky announced proudly. 

The child held up a rosebud of a mouth to be kissed, then made 
them understand that dinner was ready. On Plucky’s shoulder she 
rode to the house, where she was lovingly placed in a high chair. 


Jimmy saw a lovely picture. 


On the table there was a feast of good things that boys love: a 
platter piled high with bananas, baked golden brown in honey and 
butter; potatoes creamed to a froth, other vegetables, and a tempting 
salad, all from the garden. The cow had contributed her part, too, 
in cottage cheese, fresh butter, and rich milk. On the serving table 
near Mrs. Mathison a fat lemon custard pie added a last appeal to 
healthy appetites. Jimmy’s eyes were lingering on the platter of 
bananas, when Mrs. Mathison’s hand closed over his in a caress. 

“Let us take a moment for thanksgiving,” she smiled upon him. 
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Then every one—even Mary—bowed his head. Jimmy waited, but 
not a word was spoken. “They are talking to God through their 
minds,” he concluded, and instantly he found himself thinking: “God 
help me to keep my mind clean.” 


It was while Jimmy was eating his second piece of pie that the 
conversation turned to boys, good and bad. It was then that he dis- 
covered that there was nothing about boys that Mrs. Mathison did 
not understand. 


She knew how a boy felt when he had done something wrong 
—like refusing to wheel Baby 
on the sidewalk—understood 
just how much he wanted to 
go and throw his arms around 
his mother’s neck and ask her 
¥ to forgive him, and about the 
“something” inside that held 
him back. 

Plucky’s mother knew 
just how sorry a boy became, 
and that the worse he felt 
about it, the less he could say. 
She said that when a boy was 
like that she didn’t call him 
selfish or declare that he was 
a failure—she said that he 
was finding himself. Jimmy 
liked that. It made him feel 
that, in spite of his faults, this 
self of his would yet make a 
man of him. 

“No boy is altogether 
bad,” she explained. “Being 
a bad boy is much the same 

It was a moment of great triumph. as stepping into the Mystic 
Maze at a carnival. You probably remember that in such places you 
wander around in confusion, trying to find the way out. So-called 
bad boys are just lost for a time in life’s mystic maze, and only need 
a guiding hand to show them the way.” 


Jimmy attempted to tell her about some of his shortcomings, but 
she would not hear of them. Quickly her hand closed over his. 

“Let us not dwell upon past mistakes, when the future is written 
large with success. It is what you do today that is going to count, 
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boy dear. Today’s planting is what brings tomorrow’s harvest.” 

The visit was a great experience for Jimmy, and when he met 
Guy Fallison at the gate that evening he realized that he had learned 
much about things that were far more important than chickens. 

“Here are some homely things for your mother, dear,” Mrs. 
Mathison told him at parting, and peeping into the basket Jimmy 
found a jar of milk, a roll of butter, a dozen eggs, and a bunch of 
zinnias. With her arm encircling his shoulder, she added: “Please 
thank her for letting you come.” 

The boy was very quiet during the drive home. He was think- 
ing of all that Mrs. Mathison had said. Excepting his mother, he 
thought that she must be the finest woman in the world. She made 
a boy feel as though he had an important place to fill in the world 
and that he must waste no time before filling it. 


Chapter XV 


All day. Monday the hours lagged. At 8 o’clock Jimmy set out 
briskly for the big grocery store, and very soon all arrangements were 
made for him to start work the next evening, at four dollars a week, 
furnishing his own bicycle. Mr. Doyle was very friendly, thanks 
to a talk that Plucky had had with him Saturday morning, and offered 
to give Jimmy a sack of chicken feed on credit, the amount to be de- 
ducted from his wages at the end of the week. 

For the next hour the boy felt quite happy, then time began to 
drag again. There was not much to do about the house, so he finally 
went over and played a game of tennis. After lunch he wiped the 
dishes for his mother, swept the kitchen and the back porch, then 
talked to his father, who was hoping that the doctor would come next 
day and give him permission to move about. 

Rosemary went to sleep after lunch, and he had counted on play- 
ing with her. Babies were like that—sure to stay awake if a boy 
wanted to go somewhere, and always going to sleep when one wanted 
to have a frolic with them. His parents, sitting on the vine-covered 
back porch, shared his restlessness. “I do wish those chickens would 
come!”” Rose remarked several times. 

About every ten minutes Jimmy would ask: “What time is it 
now, Dad?” Finally he said, “I’m going to ride to the village and 
back!” and was off on his bicycle. Straight for the big grocery store 
he pedaled, and as he walked in he found Mr. Doyle at the telephone. 

“I’m sorry, Mrs. Van Riper,” the grocer was saying, “but my 
wagons are all out just now. I can get this to you by 6:30. Too 
late? I regret it but that’s the best I can do. Beginning tomorrow, 
I shall have a boy in the evening to deliver rush orders—” 
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“T’ll take that order, Mr. Doyle,” Jimmy interrupted. 

Swinging around, the man discovered the boy and, with an ex- 
pression of relief, he turned to the telephone and said: 

“I’ve just-arranged to deliver the things, Mrs. Van Riper, and 
they will be leaving the store at once.” Turning to Jimmy, he added: 
“She’s one of my best customers—cranky, too, just as soon turn that 

order in somewhere else—so I appreciate your doing this.” 

“TI hope I'll get back home before Plucky gets there with the 
chickens,” Jimmy kept wishing as he raced along. The Van Riper 
estate was down on South Beach, some distance from the store. “But 
it was the right thing to do,” Jimmy comforted himself. “I’m working 
for Mr. Doyle right now, and Dad says that a fellow mustn’t let his 
interest in a job go no further than drawing his pay.” 

As Jimmy rolled into the back yard he discovered that Plucky 
had not yet come. Rosemary had wakened, so he started playing 
with her, at the same time managing to tell his parents what he had 
been doing. Then Mr. Hardesty said: “Listen, Son, isn’t that wagon 
wheels on the back road?” 


Like a flash the boy cleared the steps and was out the side 
gate; at about the same moment there floated out on the evening air 
such a riotous babble of chicken tongues as caused Rosemary to creep 
closer into her mother’s arms. Then there came into sight a wagon 


pulled by a small brown mule, driven by Plucky and commanded by 
Loony Pete. 

*“W-o-a-h mule!”’ shouted Plucky, pulling on the reins. The 
mule hesitated, shook first one ear then the other, switched his stubby 
tail a few times, winked an eye, halted—then fell into peaceful slum- 
ber. Plucky jumped from his seat of honor and ran toward Jimmy. 
It was a moment of great triumph. 


It took time, patience, and much advice from Loony Pete to 
transfer the noisy passengers from the crates to the chicken yard, but 
the task was finally accomplished. Then the boys stood near to see 
how the chickens liked their new quarters—and it seemed that they 
did not like them at all. 


Plucky had taken pleasure in informing Jimmy that the woman 
had intended sending a rooster, and a hen with fourteen chicks, to a 
friend, but after he had explained that Jimmy was making his first 
business venture, she had at once decided to send them along with 
the rest, with the wish that they might bring him good luck. 

Jimmy had been delighted with the gift, at first. The rooster 
would add dignity to the chicken yard, and the little chicks were soft 
and downy, but now he was beginning to wonder whether the rooster 
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would not cause more trouble than he possibly could be worth. 

The rooster started out by raising a dreadful row over being 
picked up by his feet and carried, head down, before his family of 
hens. “Having been seen in such a lowly position, how can I ever 
lord it over them again>’’ was what he was probably thinking. He 
continued to fuss after he had been set at liberty. 

The hens were in no better frame of mind. They did not ap- 
prove of being moved about. Coming of a breed that had lived many 
years on the same estate, being carted about like common fowls did not 
set well with them. The placing of the hen with her fourteen chicks 
in the very next runway was the last word in affront. 

“This is a little too much, to be dumped into a second-class 
apartment house where they take noisy children!” the hens protested 
with a disdainful glance toward the mother hen. 

The rooster took sides with them. Strutting over to the netting 
that separated the two runways, he flapped his wings several times, 
stretched his sore neck and gave vent to his feelings in chicken lan- 
guage. “Here is a pretty mess!” he told the hens. “Great chance we 
shall have for peace, cooped up with a brood of cheeping youngsters.” 

That was all the mother hen wanted to hear. Ruffling her feathers 
till they looked like a porcupine’s quills, she turned on him. She'd 
let him know that her chicks had better manners than his hens, and 
had just as much right here as they—since they all came against their 
will and better judgment. 

““Who are you,” she demanded, eyes snapping and beak ready 
to stab, “‘to turn up your bills at an honest hen, who at this very moment 
is probably hovering the future president of the United Chicken 
Yards!” 

She made it plain that she wasn’t going to stand any more non- 
sense, and the hens, realizing that they might have gone too far, turned 
their faultfinding into other channels. 

Pecking and scratching at the carpet of grass under their feet, 
they began talking about its inferior quality, while the rooster, shutting 
one eye and stretching his stiff neck, gave as his opinion that the steps 
leading up to the roost were entirely too far apart. Just as things were 
looking their worst, Plucky had a happy thought. ‘Suppose we feed 
them,” he suggested, turning to Jimmy. 

Perhaps the road to a chicken’s heart lies close to the feeding 
trough; at all events, the chickens ate with relish, even commenting 
favorably upon the quality of the food. Then, as it was growing dusk, 
they made their way easily and comfortably up to their roost and im- 
mediately buried all troubles in sweet chicken dreams. 


(To be continued) 
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Dear Wisdoms: 
In the Gordon school, Cleveland, Ohio, there is a 4-B 


class that gets some wonderful results from Wee Wisdom. I 
have a letter written by Calvin Smalheer, in which he says: 

“We have enjoyed your magazines a great deal. Our 
room uses them for morning programs. Your poems have 
interested us very much, so we thought we would write poems 
for your magazine. These poems are about spring. They 
are written by fourth grade pupils. We are sending some to 
you. If you think they are good enough to publish we should 
like to hear from you soon.” 

Ten pupils in this class sent poems—and good poems. 
The names of the authors are: 

Dorothy Nickels, LaVerne Boss, Andrew Krist, Ladis- 
law Germuska, Louis Bodnar, Helen Orafkin, Alex Hornyak, 
Irene Nemeth, Elizabeth Herman, and Calvin Smalheer. 
Later Wee Wisdom will publish some of these poems. 

Perhaps what these readers are doing will suggest to you 
ways in which you can make Wee Wisdom a greater help to 
yourself and others. When you work out some special plan, 
please write me about it. I am very much interested in know- 
ing all the good things you can do in this way. 

Early in the summer I| was in Dallas, Tex., giving some 
lessons. While I was there a number of Wee Wisdom boys 
and girls came in a body to see me. I was delighted to meet 
them, and we had an interesting half hour together. 


With love 


Editor 
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GOOD WORDS CLUB 
A NEW IDEA FOR A BIRTHDAY PARTY 


Birthday parties can be made very wonderful as well as very 
entertaining. We really are much happier at any party if the party 
teaches us something good. Here is a story of a birthday party that 
has pleased the editor so much that she is letting you read it: 


When my little daughter was about to celebrate her 11th birthday we 
talked it over and decided that it would be nice to celebrate the day by 
starting a Good Words Club for our little neighborhood girls) When we 
explained the plan to the little girls they all wished to join. I am inclosing 
the minutes of our first meeting as written by the little secretary.—Mrs. 


The following are the minutes of the club meeting: 

The object of our Good Words Club is to radiate sunshine. We 
decided to meet every Friday. We have our business meeting the first 
thing and a program after the business meeting. Our dues are one penny 
a week. We put this money away until something is needed for the Club. 
Boxes were distributed among the girls. Each time one says something 
wrong she writes the right thing on a slip of paper and puts it into the box. 
The boxes are opened at each meeting, and all the good things that should 
have been said are read by the owners of the boxes. 


Isn’t this a lovely idea for a birthday celebration? Every reader 
of Wee Wisdom who wishes to become a member of the Good Words 
Club should write the Central Secretary, at Unity. 


TABLE 


BLESSING: 


Dear J esus, be our mealtime guest, 


That all our food be richly blessed. 
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Dear Wees: 


We are very happy to have you send us so many stories and 
letters; we read all of them and greatly enjoy them. We are trying 
to give each reader of Wee Wisdom an opportunity to have a letter 
or a story published. If you send us another contribution soon after 
your first has appeared, please understand that we do not use it be- 
cause we wish to let others have a place on the Booster or on the Young 
Authors pages. 

Please do not send us anything that you have copied. Send us 
your own work; that is what we like. 


“Department 622s 


THE Epiror. 


Solomorn ( &years) 


He’s only a cute little doll, 

This make-believe baby of mine, 
And I love this little doll 

With its angel face divine. 
He’s lying there asleeping, 

His little eyes shut tight; 
His daddy ever peeping 
To see if he’s all right. 


When I wake him in the morning 
His eyes just open wide; 

Then I make believe that he’s yawning, 
And I swell right up with pride. 

I often wish that he were real— 
He’d fill my heart with joy. 

I know just how he’d make me feel, 


This loving little baby boy. 
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FORGETFUL 


“Frances, what are you doing with Ruth’s scarf?” said Mrs. 
Landon one morning as her sixteen-year-old daughter came down to 
breakfast, wearing a pretty yellow scarf. 

“Never mind, Mother,” said Frances gayly; “Ruth traded her 
scarf for my watch, for a week.” 

“Mind you return it,” was all Mother said. At the end of the 
week Ruth returned the watch, but where was her scarf, please? 
Frances Forgetful had forgotten again! Frances could not remember 
what she had done with the scarf, try as she might. Uncle Jack had 
once said that Frances’ middle name must be Forgetful, and the nick- 
name had stuck. 

Almost immediately after school closed, Frances, with some of 
her friends, went camping. As a camping site they selected Lake 
Toohoo, tucked away in the mountains. The lake was several miles 
long and on its banks pines and hemlocks grew in profusion. 

One day the girls went down the lake in canoes, all but Frances. 
She was preparing a lunch for the girls. 

“Oh, I know,” she said to herself, “I'll liven up the fire and fry 
some eggs in the skillet. I’m not in a hurry, and I'll do them up with 
dressing. Won't they be surprised!” 

About half an hour later everything was packed up. Frances 
got a bucket of water to put out the fire, like the good woodsman she 
tried to be. Just then she remembered that the paddles were not in 
the canoe. Hastily she set the bucket down and got the paddles and 
the lunch basket. Then she stepped into the canoe and put off. 

She paddled downstream, feeling strangely guilty. 

“Well, I haven’t forgotten anything!” was her comment. She 
began to review the events of the morning as she paddled. Just as she 
neared the inlet where the girls were stopping, Frances Forgetful re- 
membered! She had forgotten to put out the fire! 

Frantically she turned the canoe about, and, in spite of the girls’ 
calls from the shore, started upstream. To make bad matters worse, 
a sprightly breeze began to blow. 

Paddle, paddle, paddle! Ceaseless swish of the paddle! 
Frances was really alarmed. Did she smell smoke? The girls, seeing 
that something was wrong, had started upstream after her. After 
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what seemed hours and hours, she reached camp. ‘The fire had 
Catching up the pail of water still sitting by 


grown considerably. 
Running to the beach for more water she 


the fire, she dashed it on. 


noticed that the fire was not near the wood. By the time the other 


girls came, the fire was almost out. 
Frances never forgot again. 


Sing a song of city streets 
Cobble-paved and hard; 

Sing a song of country way 
Straight and smooth and tarred. 


\ 


But sing a sweeter, merrier song 
Of little roads that run 

All silver in the birches’ shade 
And golden in the sun. 


\\ 
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Marion Re bertson (10 years) 


Come tonight at midnight, 

Where the silvery waters flow, 
In the soft, pale moonlight, 

Where the shadows come and go. 


I'll be waiting in my birch bark, 
Where the water lilies grow, 

. j=-And the echoing of my paddling 

- Can be heard so soft and low. 


I sat on my porch at sunset 
And watched the colors glow, 

And I thought of our heavenly Father 
Who made those colors so: 

The green and the pink and the orange, 
The lavender and the blue, 

And then as hid by a curtain 
All colors were gone from view. 
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“She KNOWN ISVING DEED 


Sarah Margaret Poulter years) 


Fort forty, ‘Texas. 


: AVE you heard the good news? you is 
little Wee Wisdom’s birthday!’”” These words were spoken 
by Robin Red Breast to Sparrow. 

“Let us run and tell Mr. Rabbit,” said the gay little sparrow. 

“All right.” 

“O Jack—excuse us if we call you by your given name—have 
you heard the good news? ‘Tomorrow is Wee Wisdom’s birthday, 
and we want to do a loving deed. Come with us to get our brother, 
the squirrel.” 

“O Brother!” called out the happy Robin. 

“Coming,” was the reply. 

They told the good news and hurried off to the little village to 
call Lucille. Lucille was a darling little kitty. 

“Lucille! O Lucille!” cried the happy little folk. 

“Oh, my goodness! You noisy things awoke me from my nap. 
I was in such a cozy corner by the fireplace.” 

““We’re so sorry,” said the gay squirrel, “but have you heard that 
tomorrow is Wee Wisdom’s birthday >” 

“Yes, and we've come for you. We're going to do a loving 
deed, and must have you,” said Robin Red Breast. 

“*Let’s see, here are Robin, Squirrel, Jack, Lucille, and I,” said 
the gay sparrow. 

“‘Let’s go to the nymphs,” said Lucille, * ‘to get information on 
what to do and how to go about a surprise or a loving deed.” 

Off they went and soon they were conversing with the nymphs. 

The next morning they went to Robin’s house and at once all 
found themselves busy as bees. They returned to their homes, with 
a lovely secret in mind, to come again that evening. 

When Jack got home he walked to the telephone. “Hello, 
hello, hello. Oh, my goodness! She hung up; but I'll try it again. 
Hello, hello. Wee Wisdom, is that you>” 

““Yes,”” was the answer. 

“I’m going driving this evening. I think I'll stop at Robin’s 
house awhile. Do you think you’d mind taking the ride. 

“Why, of course not.” Wee Wisdom was glad to think that 


( 
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in a little while she’d be whizzing through the cool shade to Robin’s 
house with Jack! At the end of four and one half hours Jack was 
with Wee Wisdom in his darling little carriage. They arrived at 
Robin’s house, went in, and to Wee Wisdom’s surprise, met all the 
others. 

““Won’t you stay for dinner, Wee Wisdom?” said Robin. 

“T believe I’d better not. Jack and I were going driving this 
evening, and we just dropped in for a moment,” said Wee Wisdom. 

“Well, let’s play a game before going, then, madam.” 

“Blind man’s buff,” arose from the happy crowd. They seemed 
to know something that Wee Wisdom did not. 

“All right,” said Robin, “we'll blindfold Wee Wisdom first.” 
He had a twinkle in his eye. 

They blindfolded Wee Wisdom and opened the door leading 
into the dining room. She became frightened and pulled off the 
handkerchief that had been tied around her head. ‘ 

There before her—oh, I can hardly describe it! Wee Wisdom 
was thrilled. “There before her was a beautifully decorated table. 
A beautiful, glad basket of flowers was on each end of the table, and 
one of purple grapes was in the center. It was a beautiful table! 

By her plate was a bundle, a box of assorted nuts, a beautiful 
embroidered pillow. In the corner of the room stood a basket of 
snapdragons, one of Chinese pinks, one of lovely sweet peas, and one 
of sweet-williams. E:verything she wanted—an ideal dinner, and that 
room! 

Don’t you think this was a lovely deed? I do. 


After the storm had passed 
And all was calm at last, 
The birds of every hue 
From the tree tops flew, 
And the frogs, and bees 
That live in the trees, 
Sang a song of joy, 

After the storm had passed. 


3 j 1 I, a. 
G25 Y WY 


WEE WISDOM 


Out in the moonlit garden, neath violets and roses sweet, 

"Neath columbines pink, white, and yellow, sounds the patter of dainty 
feet. 

Out in that blessed garden, seen by the eyes of but few, 

The fays and the angels are dancing, dancing about in the dew. 


Round and round they’ re gliding, on the ground, then in the air. 
Canst hear their voices singing, singing a song so fair > 

They’re singing, singing sweetly of things beyond our ken, 

Of the Life that was pure and holy, of the One most perfect of men. 


Dost see how their wee feet are dancing, how their dresses, airy 
and fair, 

Are like bits from a new spring rainbow, and their golden and silken 
hair 

Is streaming behind in the moonlight while they look at the flowers 
below ? 


For they’re rising, rising higher, as back to the heavens they go. 


Out in the moonlit garden, ‘neath violets and roses sweet, 

"Neath columbines pink, white, and yellow, sounds the patter of dainty 
feet. 

Out in that blessed garden, seen by the eyes of but few, 

The fays and the angels are dancing, dancing about in the dew. 


LITTLE COTTAGE 


Hel i 


There was a little cottage 
By the Western sea. 

The little wood folk came there 
And hid behind the tree 

To watch the little birdies 
Make their nests in glee. 
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fountain. This fountain was her favorite, not only because it was so 
beautiful, but because it was such a nice place to sit and dream of 
fairies. 

Little Fay wondered if there were fairies. She had never seen 
one. Suddenly a small voice called: “Princess Fay, Princess Fay!” 
Little Fay, after looking around for a while, saw a small elf at her 
side. “Be ready to go on a journey tonight,”” he squeaked. Fay was 
too astonished to speak, and before she could recover, the elf had 
vanished. 

She had been thinking this over when her nursemaid came and 
took her to her supper. . 

After she had gone to bed and her servants had left her she 
crept out of bed and packed a few things that she might need on this 
unknown journey. Then after dressing, she went to sleep. 

When the clocks were striking twelve, she awoke. The window 
opened and in came the elf. “Come quickly; my balloon is waiting 
outside,” he said. Fay jumped up and got her baggage; then she was 
ready to go. cist 

Outside the window the elf’s balloon was tugging impatiently 
at its rope. The elf jumped into the car and helped Fay in. 

The balloon was a magic balloon, and in order to make it go 
one had to say, “Chickle-chee-chili-chilo, take me where I want to go.” 
When the elf had said this they sailed away. The balloon be- 
gan to fall and it fell right into fairyland. 

One night when Fay was to be crowned a princess of Fairyland 
she awoke and found herself in her garden with her nursemaid sitting 


beside her. 
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Tint background light blue. Picture frame and light around 
candle flames are yellow. Flames are orange. Candles, cake trim- 
mings, and plate are pink. 
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Object—To radiate sunshine to all the world. 

Colors—Red and yellow (life and wisdom). 

Motto—Love never fails. 

Pin—Three wise monkeys, signifying: I see no evil, hear no evil, and 
speak no evil. Price of pins, $.25 each. 

Requirement for membership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary 
of the Booster Club, 917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports and. Letters—All Booster letters and club reports must be in two 
months before the date of the issue in which they are to appear. For instance, 
letters and reports for November Wee Wisdom must be in by September 1. 

Peter Pan Caps—A Peter Pan cap is given each Booster who sends five 
subscriptions to Wee Wisdom. All the names need not be sent at one time; when 
you send in the fifth name remind us that you wish the cap, and we will mail it to 
you. 


If your Booster friends do not answer your letters, write again, or write to 
other Boosters. Please do not ask us to write for you. There are so many 
Boosters that we cannot write for each of them. 


DEMONSTRATIONS 


sili Wee Wisdom—lI like Wee Wisdom very much. I took it to school 
one day. I couldn’t do my problems, so I said The Prayer of Faith and almost 
immediately I could do them. I like you so much that I will try to keep you 
all my life. I wait eagerly for each copy. —Dorothy Joyce. 

Dear Editor—I wrote to you some time ago asking you to pray that I 
might be promoted to the 8th grade. I am glad to let you know that I passed 
every examination. I thank God and you for helping me.—Annie Joe Hayman. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I love you very much. I have sent you to my friends. 
My little brother reads you too. I was cured of swollen glands by your prayers. 
I cannot get along without you.—Charlotte Emerson. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy you very much. I am very much pleased 
with the book, ““Wee Wisdom’s Way.’ I say The Prayer of Faith every night 
before I go to bed. Once I was ill. I said The Prayer of Faith and I have 
not been ill since. Wee Wisdom is the best book I have ever read. I think that 
I shall copy The Prayer of Faith and give it to some little girls—Rebecca 
Rumery. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I hope you are getting more and more new readers. 
I get a lot of pleasure out of reading Wee Wisdom. Every month as soon as 
it comes I sit right down and read it. At school, in examinations, sometimes 
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when I can’t get an example I say The Prayer of Faith, and when my paper 
comes back it is marked 100%. I wanted a typewriter so I said The Prayer of 
Faith, and I have one, a very fine one-—T7helma Shaw. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Y ou have helped me very much. One day I fell 
and hurt myself. I said The Prayer of Faith and I soon got better.—Alma 
Williams. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have taken Wee Wisdom for five years. The 
Prayer of Faith has done wonders for me. I was very ill with pneumonia but 
through The Prayer of Faith and your help I recovered. I want others to know 
how much prayer has done for me, that they may gain faith in prayer.—Cene- 
vieve Hilton. 

; Dear Wee Wisdom—lI have been taking Wee Wisdom for three years and 
I like it very much. I had a hard arithmetic lesson and I said The Prayer of 
Faith and I got the lesson all right——Lester Seiders. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I can say a great deal for Wee Wisdom. One day 
two other girls and I fainted in an overheated schoolroom. It affected my nerves 
and | could not sleep at night. Mother took me to three different doctors and 
they could not help‘me. I wrote to you for help and that night I slept better. 
I am very grateful to you. I have had a great deal of help from The Prayer of 
Faith.—WNellnor Guerin. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—One time my father was very sick. I said The 
Prayer of Faith and he got better and soon was able to get up.—Alma Lance. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—One day I could not get a problem. I said The 
Prayer of Faith and I could work the problem. I like The Prayer of Faith and 

.the Bible Lessons, also Young Authors department.—Eleanor Margaret Gibson. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like you very much. I always look for you when 
I come home from school. The stories I like best are Blanche’s Corner and 
“‘How Jimmy Came Through.’’ I also like the poems and the Bible Lessons. 
I say The*Prayer of Faith every night on going to bed, and it helps me much. 
Once when I had a pain in my side at school, I said The Prayer of Faith and 
I got better—Vernon Chambers. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—It seems that the older I get the better I like Wee 
Wisdom. My mother enjoys it too— Margaret Rehs. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI am an American boy, born in Hawaii. I love this 
land of flowers. I have a sister, June, five and a half years old. My daddy 
belongs to Uncle Sam’s big army. We have been in Hawaii four years. Some 
day I hope to meet some of the Wees. At Easter time we had an Easter egg 
hunt and I found the silver egg, which means that I got the prize, a basket of 
candy eggs.—Leslie Sisemore. 

Dear Unity—I say the prayer every day and every night. I say my table 
blessings. I take Wee Wisdom to school sometimes. I like to read the stories 
and poems.—Leathia McGilvray. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I help my mother in the garden and help do other 
things too. I say The Prayer of Faith every night—Mary Gertrude Huskey. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI enjoy reading you very much. Mother also likes to 
read you.—Blondean Marshall. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I love you very much. Every time I receive you | 
love you better.—Cecilia Rendon. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I live ten miles from town and our neighbors are 
very far away, so we have no playmates; but Wee Wisdom helps us out, I 


wish other boys and girls here could read Wee Wisdom. I think they would 
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love it as we do. I am so thankful that my aunt Nellie made us a present of 
it—Gladys Young. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I take you to school every day and read you when 
I have nothing to do. I think Wee Wisdom is the best magazine I have ever 
read.—Wiinifred Willis. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI have taken Wee Wisdom four years. It has 
helped me wonderfully in my school lessons. Last year I went to school only 
half a term. I was afraid that I would not pass. I read Wee Wisdom and 
said The Prayer of Faith and I passed. I now am in the sixth grade. I like 
the continued story and Blanche’s Corner.—Myrile Venall. 

Dear Unity—I have been reading Wee Wisdom for three months, and 
enjoy it very much. I love The Prayer of Faith and the Booster Club page. 
I wish to organize a Booster Club in this town at some future time.—Kathleen 
Laubach. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am in the second grade. I have been getting Wee 
Wisdom four years. I love The Prayer of Faith and I say it every night and 
morning. It helps me in school. I love the Little Artist page and Home Tots. I 
have a little cousin who likes Wee Wisdom, also.—Janet Blakley. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like Wee Wisdom very much. When I have 
finished reading it I give it to my aunts, cousins, and neighbors. They enjoy it 
as much as I do. Sometimes I can hardly wait for Wee Wisdom, because I 
like the stories and poems and prayers.—Josephine Graber. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am in Italy, and I thought the Wees would like 
to know the way the little Italian children spend Christmas. They hang their 
stockings up on the 6th of January. It is called Epifania and they have an old 
“woman instead of Santa Claus, as we do. They call her Byana. They have 
many little donkeys here that are used instead of horses, and they pull carts. I 
am sure that the other Wees would like to see the interesting things that I see in 
Italy, the beautiful pictures in the galleries and the palaces.—Charlotte Sumner 
(Florence, Italy). 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI thank you for your prayers for me. I have felt 
much better this winter. I like The Prayer of Faith and I say it every night as 
well as my other prayer. I have had letters from different Wees and I am glad. 
I like Wee Wisdom so much that I can hardly wait from one month to another. 
I wish you health, wealth, and happiness.—Elmer Perry. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI am a new reader of Wee Wisdom, and I like it 
very much. I like the stories, Young Authors Department, and Home Tots 
_ all. I hardly can wait for the next Wee Wisdom to come.—Asirid L. 

orck. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI get your magazine every month. I enjoy reading it 
very much. I read it to my little sister who is only five years old. I taught her 
The Prayer of Faith.—Lillian Pridt. 

Dear Wees—I enjoy Wee Wisdom very much. I love to read the lovely 
stories and poems that the children write. The Bible Lessons help me very much 
in my Sunday school lesson. I let my friends read my Wee Wisdoms. [| learn 
all of the poems in them.—Lillie Perry. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I read Wee Wisdom so many times that I almost 
read the covers off. I have saved Wee Wisdom ever since I first took it, so I 
have a good many copies. When my little brother gets older he may read them. 
Wee Wisdom is something for me to remember, because it is the first magazine 
I have ever taken. I pray for the children who ask for prayers. I like the story 
of Jimmy Came Through.” —Priscilla Chase. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—I enjoy your magazine very much. Since my name 
appeared in the list of ““Wees Who Wish to Correspond with Other Wees’’ I 
have received more than 100 letters from Wees. Wee Wisdom helps me in 
many ways. It helps me in school, at home, and everywhere. It helps me to be 
a It also solves my problems as to gifts for my girl friends—Alice E. 
Smith. 

Dear Editor—Each month I can hardly wait for Wee Wisdom to come. 
I like the stories, the Bible Lessons, the poems, and the puzzle page. 
Wee Wisdom came every week instead of every month.—Ruth Bokey. 

Dear Secretary—I am much pleased with Wee Wisdom. It helps me a 
great deal. The Prayer of Faith helps me more than anything else. There is 
a little boy across the way who did not believe in God. When he told me that 
he did not believe in God, my friend and I got our Wee Wisdom and read to 
him. Now he goes to our Sunday school.—/ona Neely. 

Dear Editor—I have had much good reading out of Wee Wisdom maga- 
zine since I subscribed for it. Sometimes I lend my magazines to my friend and 
take them to school and let the teacher use them.—Helen Titus. 

Dear Friend—I ‘like Wee Wisdom. I am a new subscriber this year. I 
like The Prayer of Faith. I say it every night before I go to bed. 
much in every way.—Virginia Finch. 


I wish 


It helps me 


WEES WHO WISH TO CORRESPOND WITH OTHER WEES 


Marguerite Shaw, South Paris, Me.; Jewel Adel Rice, Sutter City, Calif. ; 
Renie A. Kane, 20 East 2d st., Reno, Nev.; Edna M. Ridgeway (14 years), 
Lakehurst, N. J.; Phillip Briggs, St. Stephen, N. B., Canada; Kwa Affaidu 
(15 years), 23 Coronation st., Cape Coast, Gold Coast, W. Africa; D. Love- 
land Josiah (18 years), 23 Coronation st., Cape Coast, Gold Coast, W. 
Africa; Emily McCann (12 years), Joplin, Mont.; Kathleen Quimby (15 
years), Paola, Kans.; Grace Stow (10 years), rr box 355E, Indianapolis, 
Ind.; Annabelle Fischer, 907 Hoefgen ave., San Antonio, Tex. 

NEW MEMBERS OF THE BOOSTER CLUB 

Margaret Christy; Kathleen Quimby; Dora Winslow; Ruth Hawley; 
Raynold Hawley; Lois Beeman; Margaret King; Anne Griffith; Charles Wade 
Terry; Charlotte Melcher; William M. Ward; Marie Vincent Segner; Hazel 
Mae Sarber; Marian Paul; Mona Wind; Kwa Affaidu; D. Loveland Josiah; 
Alice Baffoe; Joseph Baffoe; Alexander Baffoe; Emmanuel Baffoe; Matthew 
Baffoe; J. Cobina Thompson; Timothy A. C. Adagbato Martin; J. W. 
Formson; Henry Albert Enos; J. H. Biney; J. McEwan Anamuah; Arthur 
Crentsil Quansah; George Lawrence McCarthy; J. K. Midley; Paul Kwamina 
Hanson; F. A. Olympia Welsing; Jonathan Abraham; Isaac Sackey Kobina 
Annan; Kodwo Benjamin Judah Acquaah; Fynn Theophilus Mensah. 

WEES WHO WISH THE PRAYERS OF OTHER WEES 

Wilma Wilkinson: school work; Juliette Mancuso: help in vocal lessons; 
Verna Lucas: that she may be a good girl; Almena Hive: that she may be a 
good girl; Ruth Barney: health; Barbara Bromelsick: health; George Atheimer, 
jr.: school work; Ruth Claybaugh: health and better eyesight; Lena Miller: 
that she may be a better girl, and better eyesight for aunt; Ethne Gibbon: school 
work, music, and dancing; Evan Harewood: health; Hazel Audsley: health; 
Gwyneth Gibbon: school work, music, and dancing; Gertrude McGregor: 
health; Marilyn Bell: health; Gladys Tooraine: health for father and perfect 
eyesight for self; Doris Martin: health for mother. 
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A bunch of golden keys is mine, 

Each morn to ope the gates that shine. 
“Good morning,” is the golden key 
That unlocks every day for me. 


When evening comes, “Good night,” I say, 
And close the door upon the day. 

When at the table, “If you please” 

I take from off my bunch of keys. 


When friends give anything to me 

I use the little “Thank you” key; 
“Forgive me,” “Beg your pardon,” too, 
When thoughtlessly some harm I do. 


These keys safe kept within my mind, 
On golden bands of love I'll bind. 

If oft I use each golden key, 

Why, then a child polite I'll be. 
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Lesson 6, Aucust 8, 1926. 
THE GIVING OF THE MANNA.—Exodus 16:1-36. 


GoLDEN TEXxT—Jesus said unto them, I am the bread of life.—John 
6:35. 


“WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


The children of Israel had to wander in the wilderness for forty years 
so that God might have a chance to try them and to know their hearts, to 
see whether they would keep his commandments. We are tried in much 
the same way before we come into the fullness of good (the Promised 
Land) that God has for us. ; 

Often if we were to receive at once the thing that we want, we should 
not be ready for it, and it might do us more harm than good. The Israel- 
ites had to learn perfect trust in God; we have the same lesson to learn 
today. While our thoughts are on their way from darkness (Egypt) to 
the light of God’s understanding, they may become fearful and may com- 
plain. Sometimes they look to material ways of getting what they want, 
instead of to spiritual ways; then of course they must wander about in their 
search until they are willing to turn to God alone for their good. 

The coming of the manna upon the earth is like the coming of God’s 
good to us in the form of ideas or thoughts that take form in our bodies 
and in our affairs. These ideas or thoughts teach us that the good of God 
is everywhere and that we may be filled with his good wherever we may be. 

We cannot be selfish with the good that God sends us. Those of the 
Israelites who were greedy and who tried to get more than their share of 
manna found that all that was left over spoiled by the next morning. That 
which we try to hold selfishly we lose. When we use God’s good in right 
ways it gives us strength and joy to do each day’s task. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 
Why did the Israelites have to wander in the wilderness so long? 
What lesson have we to learn before we can receive our good > 
Like what is the coming of the manna? 


What happens when we selfishly try to hold God’s good? 


LEsson THOUGHT—The daily bread from heaven feeds me and 
gives me strength and joy. 
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MEMORY VERSE 
If we trust God he never fails 
To give his children bread; 
By food for body and for soul 
Most richly we are fed. 


Lesson 7, AucusT 15, 1926. 
JETHRO’S WISE COUNSEL.—Exodus 18:1-27. 
GOLDEN TEXT—To each one his work.—Mark 13:34. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


In doing the work of God upon the earth each one of us must do his 
part and he must learn to work with God’s other children. Moses had a ~ 
great task in leading the children of Israel through the wilderness and he 
had to learn to divide the work. He also had to learn to train others to 
work with him and with one another. 

Working with others in a happy, helpful way is codperation. Because 
God wishes us to work together for his glory, we should learn to codperate. 
Sometiines, in order to codperate, we must be willing to give up some of our 
own ideas, or some of our own ways of doing things, so that we can join 
others in ways that are highest and best. 

Another need, in codperation such as God wants us to give, is that we 
should love both the work that we do and the persons with whom we work. 
When we love the thing that we are doing, we are eager to work at it in 
the way that will do it best. Where others are taking part in the same 
work of course our work will be done better if we love them enough to work 
in perfect harmony with them. 

The right kind of leader is one who trains his followers to act for 
themselves. If he uses his time and his strength to do the little things he 
has not time to do much planning of bigger things for those whom he leads. 

We grow by doing things for ourselves. A leader who helps his peo- 
ple to think and to act for themselves helps them to grow, and their growth 
is shown in the work that they are doing together and in the good that comes 
to all of them. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


In doing God’s work what must we learn besides doing our own tasks? 
What is codperation ? 
In codperating with others, what must we be willing to do? 


What is the right kind of leader? 


Lesson THOUGHT—!/ work cheerfully and lovingly with all God’s 
children. 
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MEMORY VERSE 
I'll do each day the simple task 
That God would have me do; 
And I will help my friends to work 
That they may serve him too. 


Lesson 8, AuGcustT 22, 1926. 


THE TEN COMMANDMENTS: DUTIES TO GOD.—Exodus 
19:1—20:11. 


GoLDEN TEXT—Thou shalt love Jehovah thy God with all thy heart, 
and with all thy soul, and with all thy might.—Deuteronomy 6:5. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 

The first four commandments that God gave through Moses to the 
children of Israel teach us the way that we shall act toward God if we 
really love him. Our love for God should be so great that we shall not 
have to be reminded of or made to do the things that please him. 

There is but one God, a God of love and of all goodness, and this God 
only should we worship. If we think of other gods, or if we believe that 
there is any other power, our minds will be divided and we shall not wor- 
ship God whole-heartedly. 

We should not worship or bow down to any graven image or idol. 
Some persons may almost worship money, or clothes, or jewelry, or other 
material things. When they do they are setting these things above God 
and really are worshiping idols. 

We were taught in one of our other lessons that I AM is the name by 
which God said that the children of Israel should know him. If we use 
that name with error thoughts, such as “I am sick,” or, “I am afraid,” we 
are taking the name of God in vain. This name always should be spoken 
in a way that shows our love for God and our trust in him. 

Keeping the Sabbath does not mean that we should think of God 
on one day a week and put him out of our minds the other six days. 
Every day should be God’s day for us, a day in which we show our love 
by doing God’s work. But we need rest; we need times when we can 
lay aside our work or our outer pleasures and get close to God, where we 
find new strength and new joy. That we may do this, God has given us 
one day in each seven days; it is the Lord’s day. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 
What do the first four commandments teach us? 
How do we worship idols? 
What is the name of God? How should we always use it? 
For what purpose is the Lord’s day set apart? 
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LEsson THOUGHT—/ will love the Lord and will keep his com- 
mandments. 


MEMORY VERSE 


The loving thoughts of God for me 
Shall ever be my will; 

And joyful labors done for him 
My busy life shall fill. 


Lesson 9, AucusT 29, 1926. 


THE TEN COMMANDMENTS: DUTIES TO MAN. 
—Exodus 20:12-21. 


GoLDEN TExXT—Thou shalt love thy neighbor as thyself —Leviticus 
19:18. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


In keeping the commandment to honor their fathers and their mothers 
children must obey their parents. Fathers and mothers try to tell children 
the things that make them strong and happy. 


Life is a gift of God, and he does not wish his children to take the 
life that he has given. He does not want them to kill birds or animals or 
any of his living creatures. 

We break God’s commandment about committing adultery when we 
try to mix good and evil. Food that is not all pure, that is mixed with 
things that are not good, is said to be adulterated. God wants us to see 
and to use only his good, and that is why he gave us that-commandment. 

Because we know that God wants us to have all good, we do not 
have to take that which belongs to some one else. And when we truly 
love others we are glad for them to have good of every kind. 

Bearing false witness is telling that which is not true. From this com- 
mandment we learn to be honest and true in all that we say about our- 
selves or about others. If we cannot say something good of other people 
we should remain quiet; if evil stories of them come to us we should close 
our ears so that we may not hear them. When we follow this command- 
ment all that we say is good, as God wishes it to be. 

Not only do we learn not to take that which belongs to another, but 
we also are taught that we should not let thoughts of envy dwell in our 
minds. We learn to rejoice in the good that others have, and we do not 
wish or hope that we may have the good that is theirs. We know that 
God has enough for all, and our love for others is so great that we do not 
covet that which they have. 
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LESSON QUESTIONS 


How do children honor their fathers and their mothers? 
Why do we not have to take that which belongs to others? 
What does God wish all our words to be? 

Should we covet that which belongs to others? Why not? 


Lesson THOUGHT—! love all persons and I act toward them as 
God would have me act. 


MEMORY VERSE 


Because I love the Father so, 
I love his children too; 

I try to do toward them the acts 
That he would have me do. 


THE PRAYER OF FAITH 


Boosters who wish to help other Boosters can do so by 
saying this prayer for them. 
God is my help in every need; 
God does my every hunger feed; 
God walks beside me, guides my way 
Through every moment of the day. 


I now am wise, I now am true, 

Patient, kind, and loving, too. 

All things I am, can do, and be, 
Through Christ, the Truth that is in me. 


God is my health, I can't be sick; 
God is my strength, unfailing, quick; 
God is my all; I know no fear, 


Since God and love and Truth are here. 
—Hannah More Kohaus. 
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GARDE 


Cries 

Wouldn’t it be nice to live in 
Puzzletown? On the billboards | 
are shown picture puzzles. Each 
picture represents a flower. Can 
you name the flowers? 


RIDDLE RIME 
ALBERTA M. CARTER 


It travels high, 
It travels low, 

But always carries 
Wind, rain, or snow. 


ANSWER TO LAST 
MONTH'S PUZZLE 
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THE OLD SPRINGBOARD 


There were few more pleasant places, on a summer afternoon, 
than the path by the creek. David’s father was thinking this as he 
wound his way among the trees, toward home. 

Just at the bend of the creek he came upon a miscellaneous lot 
of boys’ clothing, scattered along the bank. Out in the water, which 
was shaded by the grove on the west, four boys and a dog were hav- 
ing a game with a rubber ball. 

“Get it, Bige!”” called David as Red and Bige raced through 
the water after the ball. 

Close to the bank, under the bending willows where the water 
was only waist deep, stood Kegs. 

““Why aren’t you in the game, Kegs?” asked David’s father. 
Kegs’ face turned very red. 

“He hasn’t learned to swim yet,”’ David explained. 

“Tf I had time I'd get right in there and show him how. He’d 
be a regular life buoy.” 

“T’m a live boy now,” wailed Kegs, when David's father had 
gone. “He thinks I’m a dead one because | can’t swim.” 

The gang laughed while David tried to explain. “He said 
‘life buoy,” Kegs, not ‘live boy.’ ” 

“‘And he meant just what we’ve been telling you, that you would 
float in deep water—float like a keg,”” added Chink. 

““Kegsy,” said Red soberly, “you’re a disgrace to us. You've 
never crossed the creek once without hanging to the rope. I’m 
ashamed to think that we have such a coward in the gang.” 

“T’m not a coward,” protested Kegs. “I’m not as much afraid 
in the dark as you are, and I am not really afraid of drowning. I 
know you fellows would help me if I needed help. But somehow, 
when I let go of the rope in deep water, my hand just flies back and 
grabs the rope, whether I want it to or not.” 

““We really ought to take you out there and leave you to sink 
or swim,” said Red. 
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“No,” said David, “Kegs is going to have to make up his mind 
. go out there and try. And he’ll do it and surprise us one of these 

ays. 

“Well, I’m not going to go without food until he does,” said 
Red, and he swam away in disgust. 

“T wish we had the new springboard fixed. I’d like to dive. I 
wonder if the old one would hold?”’ said Cousin Bob. 

“Better not try it, Bob,” warned David. “Cousin John is going 
to help us put up the new one, Saturday, and I promised Mother we 
wouldn’t use this one any more.” 

“You're right, David,” answered Bob. “Toss me that ball, 
Chink; it’s my turn to throw it.” 

“Line up, everybody!” called Red. ‘Come on back in line, 
Bige. No fair getting a head start. Now throw her, Bob.” 

Cousin Bob threw the ball as far down the stream as he could 
and they all raced after it. Bige got it and swam back with it to 
Cousin Bob. Then he climbed out on the bank to rest. 

“See that pup laughing at us,” said Chink, pointing to Bige, 
panting on the shore. 

“He has a right to laugh,” called Kegs. ‘You swim like a lot 
of tortoises.” 

““Kegs, my dear,” said Red, starting toward him, “you're going 
to get a ducking.” 

Kegs hurriedly climbed up on the springboard. 

“Don’t go out on the end of that!’’ called Chink. 

“Tt won’t break, so long as he doesn’t jump on it,” said Red. 

David threw the ball next, and it went so far that Kegs had to 
crawl out on the end of the board to see who captured it. Bige got 
the ball and started back to the bank with it in his mouth. 

“See him come!”’ cried Kegs, bouncing up and down on the 
springboard excitedly. 

There was a sound of cracking timber, and Kegs hit the water 
with a loud splash. Cousin Bob reached him first. Kegs frantically 
grabbed him around the neck and they both went under. 

““Hurry, boys, he has the strangle hold on Bob,” called David. 

“T’ve got to get him,” thought Red as he put all his strength into 
long overhand strokes. “‘If I can just get him out I don’t care if he 
never learns to swim.” 

It was not easy to break Kegs’ hold, but Red succeeded, and 
Cousin Bob swam slowly to shore and crawled out on the bank. 

“Listen, Kegs,” soothed Red, “I won’t let you sink, but you 
must do as I say. Lie flat on your back and don’t struggle.”” Kegs 
at last conquered his fright and obeyed. Then Red, crooking his 
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arm under Keg’s chin, swam on his side, pulling Kegs with him. In 
this manner they soon reached shore. Kegs was rather pale, but after 
resting a few moments, he turned to Red. 

“T believe I am a life buoy,” he said earnestly. “I felt as if I 
could float, when you were bringing me in. If you will go with me 
and hold my chin up at first, I think I can swim across.” 

““Not today, Kegsy,” begged Red. “You've had enough water 
for one day. You'll learn, all right.” 

“T know, but I almost drowned Bob. I want to be able to take 
care of myself the next time I fall in.” 

““Go on, Red, and help him,” urged David. “I believe he can 
do it.” 

Into the creek went Red and Kegs while the rest watched from 
the bank. Kegs stretched himself out on the water with Red’s hand 
supporting his chin. Slowly Kegs paddled his way across. 

“See how easy it is, Kegsy? I knew you could do it. Now 
let’s try it back.” 

They started and after a few strokes Kegs said, “Let go of me 
now, Red. I believe I can make it alone.” 

With Red swimming beside him Kegs managed to reach the 
other bank without help. The cheer that went up must have startled 
the birds and the squirrels in the grove near by. 

““Who’s a coward?” laughed Kegs as the boys were putting on 
their clothes. 

““Kegsy,” said Red, as they wandered up the path, “I didn’t 
really think you were a coward. I just thought that if I could make 
you mad you would learn to swim.” 

“You know, Red,” answered Kegs, “I wasn’t sure but what 
you were right, and I just had to prove to myself that you were not. 
Anyway I never was afraid of you,” and he reached out and rumpled 
the damp red hair. 

“You and Red stop wrestling,” said David. “You've had 
enough exercise for today.” 
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YOU HELP 


To Make Wee Wisdom's Birthday Month a Banner Month 


August is the birthday month of Wee Wisdom magazine. 
Each year, for a birthday present, many of our little friends 
send us birthday gifts of new subscriptions. Those are birthday 
gifts that we like very much. They are gifts to us of new little 
friends and also of the opportunity to make those little friends 
just a bit happier each month and—believe us—there is no 
greater happiness than that which comes from making others 
happy. 

This custom of our little friends of giving us new subscrip- 
tions for birthday gifts has prompted us here at Unity to set 
for ourselves the goal of making this August, our thirty-second 
birthday month, the biggest month in point of subscriptions that 
Wee Wisdom has ever had. 

This can be done, but we must have your help, the help of 
our little Wee Wisdom friends. If you have little friends or 
neighbors, or perhaps some little cousins in some distant city, 
who are not already subscribers to this magazine and who you 
think would enjoy it, you might send subscriptions to them. 
Even though you send to only one or two, you will have had a 
part in giving Wee Wisdom this splendid birthday gift of a 
record subscription month. 

A subscription to Wee Wisdom costs only $1 a year. Per- 
haps Mother or Dad will give you the $1 and will also help you 
in deciding to whom your gift subscriptions are to be sent. Per- 
haps you would rather earn the money to pay for these gift sub- 
scriptions. Mother or Dad could advise you about this too. 

Remember: August is to be Wee Wisdom’s banner month, 
and you can help. 
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Arlo Paulen 
If I were only tall enough 
I'd reach up to the blue 
And catch a little cloud for me, 


And also one for you. 


We'd have them for our playmates, 


Play tag and blindman’s buff; 
Oh, I shall have a little cloud : 
When I am tall enough! 
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THE SWIMMING POOL 
Daddy has made Buddy and me a 
swimming pool. He hitched Doll and 
Bell to a large shovel and scooped out 
some of the sand. 
The water is not deep; but it is warm. 
I like to feel the sand between my toes. 
I have a bathing suit and Buddy has 
a bathing suit. Buddy is teaching me 
how to swim. He would teach me how 
to dive, but the water is not deep enough. 
Buddy puts a board on the water. I 
sit on the board. Then he pushes the 
board and says that it is my yacht. 
Boon goes inswimming withus. One 
day when | was not looking he touched 
me with his nose. That made me jump. 
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The board tipped and I fell into the 
water. 

Buddy helpedmeup. He said it was 
all right because my bathing suit was 
wet, anyway. I thought it was fun. 

I never go into the pool unless 
Buddy is with me. 

When I grow as large as Buddy, 
Daddy will make the pool deeper. Then 
we shall have a springboard. 


We 
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Birthd 


Kitty Parsons 


My birthday cake is pink and white, 
With tiny specks of green, 
And many letters on the top— 


The most I've ever seen. 


It tells my name, and under that 
It Says: “The 10th of May.” 

And then it says, "My birthday cake,” 
And, “Eight years old today.” 
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There are nine candles on the top— 
One just for luck, you see; 
And in the cake are lots of things 


For every one and me. 


I had to cut the cake myself, 
And Bessie got the ring, 

And Mollie Lou, the ten-cent piece— 
I did not get a thing! 


But Mother says that if I had, 
‘Twould not have been quite right, 


And I'd have had to give it up, 
To really be polite. 
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BLANCHE 


The last of July, when the 
lay ahiding just beyond 
she slipped out, as 
quiet as could be, 
I took her place, with just 
the stars to see. 
The secret I was keeping 
very well— 
But goody-good old Calen- 


dar must tell. 
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MORNING 


White, downy cloud 
In the sky's clear 
blue— 
My thoughts are as 
pure, 
My mind is as true. 


ry Round, shining sun, 
With your life and - 
heat— 
Life fills me, too, 
From head to feet. 


Soft summer moon 
In your starry nest— 
Good thoughts bring 
peace 
And quiet rest. 
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